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Some deserved free time 


Author's Notes: 
| hope | didn't make mistakes (english isnt my maternal language), this is the Ist fanfic | publish. 


Like most of days, Keith spent most of his time sleeping, in order to recover the energy he had lost during 


the previous tour. He arose oblivious to the amount of time that has passed. 


After remaining in the same position for a lengthy period, he rolled onto his wife's side of the bed and blankly 
gazed upon the vanity. On the chair's backrest, something caught his eyes. It was a creased fabric, something 
that he had never seen before in this room: maybe a new acquisition of his wife. He slowly sat up and grabbed 
the fabric. It was soft and light and pleasant to touch. Probably silk, he thought as he playfully manipulated the 
fabric between his fingers. 

Then Keith spotted the sleeves, it seemed to be a shirt. After unfolding the garment, he found out that it was 
actually a dress. A beautiful dress. It was the comfortable and elegant type. He pressed it against him as he 
stood in front of the mirror. Elinor made the right choice, he thought. It was something he would wear. 
Something obviously fit for him. Maybe more than Elinor? 

As usual she wasn't home so Keith was free. After all he didn't feel like staying in underwear all day, it was 


cold even inside of the house. And the perspective of staying all day wearing comfortable dress seemed 
tempting. 


Finally, Keith unbuttoned the dress and carefully put it on him. Then he smoothed the bottom of the dress 
while looking at himself on the big mirror: it seemed to have been made for him. The dress cut suited him 


perfectly and emphasized his thin waistline. Also it wasn't too short; mid-thigh length. 


Whereas Keith was admiring his legs, he sensed that he was being observed: he noticed something behind him 
in the mirror that wasn't there a second ago. He jumped then turned around when he realized that it was 
someone. The observer also jumped, eyes widened, at the sight of the startled man. 

She looked away, with a hand on her mouth. 

‘Oh, I'm sorry |." she stammered. 

"Who are you?" Keith blurted in a total state of panic and unease. 

"l'm Miranda! I'm Aaron's babysitter! she claimed as she straightened up all of a sudden 

Keith sighed, partly relieved. 

"Since when have you been there? 

"Well, Mrs. Emerson hired me a week ago so... 

"No, | mean, since when are you in the house?" 

"Oh! I've been there since this morning so, a few hours, | guess" 

"Ah, sorry, | guess I've completely lost track of time. What time is it?" 

"Its 2:30 pm now. Aaron is taking a nap, so | have nothing to do until Mrs. Emerson arrives" 

"| see" 

An uncomfortable silence settled. Miranda could almost grasp it. She opened her mouth to talk but Keith did so 
first. 

"Well, can you keep this secret to yourself? | wouldn't want my wife to know" 

‘Oh, of course! | wouldn't do anything that would make uncomfortable.. Though there's nothing wrong in fancying 
dresses!" 

"I just tried this one! | didn't say | liked." 

Keith interrupted himself and sighed, knowing that it was a lie. He actually liked walking around in the house in 
Elinor's clothes when she wasn't home. 

Miranda observed him, waiting for him to finish his sentence. 

"If you're going to babysit Aaron in the following days, I'll be there..| guess you will certainly surprise me once 
again. So there's no need to hide anything anymore." 

"You can wear dresses while I'm here, | don't mind. | dare say, you look great in this dress. It's perfect on you.” 
Keith studied her for a while, not sure on how to take this compliment. Then, he slightly blushed. 

"Thank you. Since you're the only person who can witness me like this, you're also the only one who will ever 
compliment me." 

Miranda smiled and blushed a little; it was an honour for her. She knew he was good looking, but with this 
dress, he was attractive. And what a pair of legs he had! 

"You deserve it. Never feel bad for doing something you like! And you know, | don't think your spouse would be 
upset about this" 

"Hum..How would you react if you were her?" 


"I'd be flattered that you have some interest towards my clothes" 


Keith wasn't convinced. 

"How old are you?" he asked. 

"lm sixteen’ 

"You're young. Maybe you'll have a different opinion later." 

Miranda pouted disapprovingly. She hated when older people didn't take her seriously due to her age. However 
she didn't want to sound impertinent or improper. 

Keith now felt more comfortable once he voiced the truth. He decided to trust the young babysitter. 

"| think I'll have a shower" he said. He, indeed, hadn't showered for a while. 

"Oh, of course! Sorry for keeping you" she said as she exited the room. 

She then went to check on Aaron, who was still sleeping. Those moments were terribly relieving but terribly 


boring as well. There was nothing to do. 


After having a walk in the garden, she went to see Keith once again. Since the first time she babysat here, he 
was out of his room and active. She was happy to finally have the opportunity to talk to him and see him in 
private. 

Keith was already dressed: his hair was clean and brushed - it seemed longer and more voluminous. Now he 
was exploring his wife's make up box. 

Miranda smiled as he opened a tan lipstick and smelt it. 

This time, Keith didn't jump when he spotted the young lady. He just smiled. 

"I seldom have time or energy to take care of myself. So when l'm alone at home, | can do whatever pleases 
me. | miss those moments" 

"You don't have to justify yourself! I'd totally understand and if you think | invade your privacy. Just tell me 
and I'll leave!" 

"You can stay. Actually, | like the fact that someone else can see me at my best. Unlike during tours." 

"Oh I." she didn't know how to respond to Keith's approval for her presence during such an intimate moment, 
but continued anyway: 

| think you look good while touring and concerts! Well, from the few pictures I've seen" 

Immediately after having said that, Miranda blushed -once again- unsure on how he would take this 
compliment. Maybe it was improper for an employee. 

Although, Keith simply chuckled. 

"Are you kidding me? | look disgusting in most of the pictures" 

"| disagree..well, it's my personal taste though.” 

Those words had escaped her before she realized it. She tried to find something else to say to cover up the 
fact that she was blushing. 

Noticing that Keith was holding a lipstick, she offered to help: 

"Do you want me to help you with the make up?" 

‘Oh? Well..if you don't mind" 

"Of course, | don't! Its a pleasure!" Miranda answered, exulting. 

She approached Keith and had him sit as she took the lipstick from him. It was the first time she was able to 
touch him, she thought, and she was going to apply make up on him! Such an unexpected and funny situation! It 
was a blessing to be the only one allowed to do that. Even an honour. 

"Just tell me what you want and I'll do it for you. I'll do my best" 


"Do you remember Elinor's usual make up?" 


"Hmm, maybe. Well, | vaguely recall" 

‘I'd like the same. If you can, please” 

"I think it's not complicated. Let's begin with the lips, if you don't mind" 

"Right" 

Miranda bent over Keith to apply the lipstick. It was probably the closest that she would ever get to him. He 
was so close, she doubted that he hadn't notice her blushing. 

"Part your lips. Just a little" 

He did and Miranda did her best to apply the lipstick 

"Fine, now close them" 

She admired the result then proceeded to make some corrections. This color suited him perfectly; also, the 
shape of his lips was perfect with it. 

"Now, some eye shadow? Let me browse a little bit in the make-up kit" 

Keith watched her skirting him and moved his lips a little to get used to the make-up. 

"Your spouse seems to have plenty of good quality make-up! | wish | had the same collection!" 

"| don't know anything about make up brands..but, | guess she can afford it now.’ 

Miranda grinned and returned in front of him. 

"Close your eyes" 

Keith never thought that the contact between a make-up brush and his eyelid could be so enjoyable. It was 
even smoother than the dress he was wearing. 

He couldn't see what Miranda was doing but he was convinced that she was doing a fine job. 

"Now, the most difficult part" she said, "I'm going to put on mascara, so please do exactly what | say. | know 
its hard, but if | say don't move, you don't move. And, please be indulgent too" 

"Alright" 

She got straight to work, alternatively telling Keith to raise, close or semi-open his eyelids. He did his best to 
obey although the temptation of scratching his eyelids was hard. Miranda was concentrated and also marveled 
at being able to work on Keith's beautiful face. She was having a great time and a close enough distance to 
appreciate his fine features. She even allowed herself to place her hand on his cheek to keep him still. To her 
relief, he didn't mind and just sat straight with his hands resting on his knees. 

"What about adding a little bit of foundation?", she asked. 

"| don't even know what you're talking about" 

Miranda chuckled and showed him the powder. 

"That one seems to be perfect for your skin tone. It will cover up your imperfections" 

Keith ran his hand over his cheek, unconvinced. 

"I just shaved..Do | have any?" 

"No | mean..it will bring out the make-up and make your skin uniform" 

"Oh, | see" 

Then he giggled at the ticklish contact of the foundation brush. Miranda smiled, charmed by this lovely and 
unexpected attitude. 

"| feel like I'm at a girls sleepover party" he whispered, smiling. 

"Yeah..indeed! But cookies and stories about boys are missing...” 

"| don't think we have some cookies left..however, concerning the latter... 

"Hm?" 


"One of these days, if you come to one of our concerts, come to see me backstage. You can come with a 


friend if you want. You'll be welcomed." 

‘Oh really? That's too nicel | really wish | can come! Thank you for your offer, Miranda replied, her heart 
pounding happily. 

She finished and stepped back to admire her work Keith giggled, not sure on how to interpret her look 
"Just wait a second! I'll be right back", she said as she rushed outside the bathroom. 

"Am | allowed to look at the mirror?" 

"No, you aren't!", her voice came out the bedroom. 

"Well" Keith consented. 

As promised, Miranda promptly returned with a yellow, wide-brimmed hat. Keith had let her put it on his head 
and she proceeded to fix his hair. Once again, she stepped back, hands on her cheeks, attempting to hide her 
blushing. 

"Oh my god..you are..” 

Keith turned around to look at himself into the mirror. 

"gorgeous", she whispered. 

"| look like one of my cousins", he claimed simultaneously. 

Then, he grinned, thankful for the compliment, and sat once again. Miranda was about to melt, because of his 
plain cuteness. 

"This is a success. | like it. | wouldn't be able to do this without you" 

Its nothing" she simpered. 

"Now | know your special talent. Are you good at applying nail polish? Because, I'm hardly able to do that..." 
‘Oh yes, | can do this! It would be a pleasure! Which color do you want?" she said as she looked into the nail 
polish box. 

"Golden, if possible?" 

The young babysitter picked up one and examined it. 

“There is one but its slightly green. It's kind of olive green Does it work?" 

"Alright, let's go for olive green!" 

Keith offered his right hand to Miranda, who accepted it gladly. 

"| dare say, you should moisturize your hands more often. They need it since you often overwork them!" 

"I know, | know..l'll do it as soon as the nail polish gets dry" 

Miranda smiled. She had finished the first hand and was now admiring her work. He has beautiful hands, she 
thought, beautiful and talented.. 

| hope I'm not bothering you..! found out that | actually like to be dolled up. And, you're doing it well" 

"No! Not at alll It's a wonder! And thank you..l like doing it, its an honor that you trust me with taking care of 
your hands" 

"Hm? Why? | know you won't break them" 

"Oh, of course not!" she answered as she finished with the second hand. 

Keith got up and admired his hands. 

‘lm at my finest today! Good job! Thank you" 

‘lm glad you enjoyed it! If you need me to do it again one day, just ask me!" 

"lIl certainly ask you, but | need practice too. Remember it must stay our secret" 

"'m happy to share a secret..this secret with you, Mr. Emerson" 

"You can call me Keith" 


"Oh, so you are intimate now?" a third voice blurted out. 


Both of them jumped at the same time. 

‘Oh my god Keith, you.." Elinor said as she studied her husband. Then, she smiled and burst into laughter. 
Miranda was uneasy and blushing. She glanced at Keith who had a rictus and finally looked offended, 
Actually, Elinor had entered the house a while ago. As usual, she was quiet, because she didn't want to wake 
Aaron or Keith up - she knew that at least one of them was sleeping at this time. Generally, she went 
upstairs to check on them. However, once there, she heard voices from the bathroom. 

So, the young mother tiptoed her way to the side of the doorframe, infuriating at the idea of her husband 
being unfaithful again. 

Elinor stopped laughing and casted an angry glance at Miranda. 

"You're supposed to take care of Aaron, not turning my husband into a doll! With my belongings, on top of 
that!" 

"'m..l'm sorry" she stammered as he urged outside of the bathroom. 

Keith interposed himself and raised his hands in attempt to reestablish the peace. 

"This is not her fault. | actually asked her to do this for me. Otherwise, she wouldn't use your belongings" 
Elinor paused and took a close look at her husband. 

"You know Keith..." 

He tensed a moment, afraid of her reaction. 


"Tomorrow, we're going shopping and I'll help you to buy your own dress. What do you think?" she chuckled. 


a scary and an embarassing situation 


Author's Notes: 
First, | had decided not to write a sequel to the Ist chapter but finally, | did. | was inspired! There is more 
action in this chapter (and a little bit more of scary scenes, if you're afraid of bugs) but the situations are 


still funny! :) 


Today was another babysitting day at Stone Hills for Miranda. Since the weather was rainy, she stayed inside 
to play with Aaron. They were together in the living room when she heard a sudden scream from upstairs. 
Keith was obviously awake; she recognized his voice (even if she knew they were only 3 in the house). The 
adolescent left Aaron for a second and went in front of the stairs. 

"Keith? Are you okay?", she called. 

She could sense several seconds of an embarrassed hesitation. 

‘lm fine but.. please, can you come upstairs? | need you" 

Miranda found it suspicious and surprising. Why did he need her? After that scream? Anyway, she returned to 
Aaron and picked him up. 

"We're going to see daddy, okay?" she told him. 

Aaron didn't protest and kept his toy in his tiny hands while he was being carried. 

"Where are you?" Miranda asked, once upstairs. 

"In the bathroom. It isn't locked, please come in!" 

That was highly suspicious! She really hoped that he didn't slip in the shower and hurt himself, because she 
couldn't stand the sight of blood. Carefully, she pushed the door with her free hand and entered. 

First, she blinked at the sight of the soaked body of the man in front of her, clutching at a tiny towel which 
covered his crotch. He was perched, panicked, on a chair. 

"Look at the floor!" he broke the silence with an embarrassed expression. 

Miranda didn't know what all of that meant. She was a bit confused. Did he ask her not to look at him? But he 
asked her to enter anyway. While she was thinking about it, she casually looked at the floor, as instructed. A 
towel was on the floor: it apparently had been hastily thrown away. 

Suddenly, she jumped backwards with Aaron still in her arms. This one whined because of this sudden motion. A 
huge centipede was on the towel, ready to sting. 

"Bloody helll" she swore, a rush of adrenaline invaded her body. 

"Can you please go and fetch Elinor's clogs under our bed? | cant because l'm bare-footed and it's on my 
way...” 

"Oh, of course!" 

Then the young babysitter quickly exited the bathroom. Aaron was still in her arms seemingly agitated. She 
had to drop him off somewhere safe before attacking this monster. She was deeply afraid but it was 
necessary to do it. For the sake of her honor and for Keith's, who was completely helpless in his birthday suit. 
Miranda left Aaron in his room then went in his parents' room. Several boxes were under the bed. In a hurry, 
she pulled them and looked inside, looking for the clogs: they weren't there. Instead, she found several weird 
shaped, multicolor items, leather straps (did they practice climbing? Who knows, she was too stressed to think 


deeply about it) and photo albums. The young girl was panicking; Keith was waiting in the bathroom all soaked 
with this monster and she didn't want him to get irritated. Once again, she took a look under the bed then 
finally found them in a corner. 

Quickly, Miranda grabbed them and exited the room, leaving the boxes open. 

As she put her feet in the clogs, she cursed herself to have misunderstood Keith's instructions. But maybe he 
would forgive her, given the situation. The adrenaline was rushing through her body. 

Finally she came back to the bathroom. She shivered at the terrific sight of the centipede and the thought 
that it would be under the clogs in a second. 

"Can you give me a stick or something?" the young warrior stammered. 

Then she remembered what she saw in the boxes. It could help her. 

"Ill be right back" the brave girl said as she rushed out of the bathroom again. 

"Don't leave me with this thing for too longl", Keith shouted. 

Miranda came back with a weapon she could use to execute her plan. Its owner turned pale when he saw what 
she was holding. 

Without hesitation, the rescuer lifted the towel with the tip of the stick: the centipede fell. She screamed 
nervously when it twisted once on the floor. 

"Crush it! Now!" Keith yelled from the chair he was perched on 

Miranda did and began a frenetic tap-dance on the creature. 

Due to the noise from nearby, Aaron started to cry. The clogs were indeed, very noisy. 

Finally, the bathroom floor ended up covered by the centipede's remains. The winner winced at this sight but 
sighed of relief. So did Keith. 

"Thank you, really. You did a great job.", he said, while carefully getting off the chair. 

Once the adrenaline rush vanished, Miranda finally recovered her full awareness. She finally realized that what 
she was holding was actually a horsewhip. It was rather odd as they didn’t own horses..or she didn't notice? 
While the rescuer was in thought, Keith finally reached for his clothes that were rested on the heater then 
glanced at her, rather embarrassed. 

"Excuse me but..can | change now? I'm rather cold" 

"Oh! Of course! I'm so sorry | didn't notice that you were...” 

She didn't finish her sentence and immediately went out, blushing when she realized that his bare chest was 0 
centimeters from her face. 

At last, Keith was able to relax once left alone. That situation was humiliating; he didn't want it to happen again. 
While she was on her way to Aaron's room, the young girl noticed that she was still holding the horsewhip. So 
she quickly placed it back into one of the boxes with the intention to later return to tidy the mess she had 
created. 

Aaron was still sobbing when Miranda took him in her arms again. He was scared; maybe the sight of the 
centipede also traumatized him. She was traumatized too: how could they live in a house with bugs like that? 
Aaron's sobs faded away when he saw his father entering the room. He felt safe and protected at this 
moment. Miranda gently handed him to Keith and smiled while studying his outfit. He was wearing a close fitting 
dress with pleats in the bottom. 

"Nice dress" she dared. 

"Thank you" he smiled while cradling his son. 

The following silence was awkward so the young girl asked "Is it new?" 


"Yes, | bought it with Elinor. She also likes it but she thinks it's too short", Keith chuckled, feeling more 


comfortable. 

It was indeed very short, but not vulgar to her. While she looked at his pretty legs, she noticed that he was 
wearing stockings. That was understandable, given the weather; he'd better keep his legs warm. 

Keith cleared his throat when he noticed Miranda gazing dreamingly at his legs. This one regained composure 
and stood straight, her face reddened a little bit. 

"l'm..going to clean up the bathroom" she stammered as she exited the room. 

"Don't bother, | can do it myself" Keith claimed behind her. 

But Miranda was already going downstairs, wanting to escape this awkward situation. She cursed herself to 
have made Keith ill-at-ease: she had acted once again improperly, even if it wasn't on purpose. 

I'm unforgivable" she whispered when she took the vacuum clearer. After all those blunders, the young 
babysitter was afraid to be fired - even if it would have advantages, like not seeing centipedes again. However, 
what she did earlier was just staring, she didn't act offensively, nor disrespected him. In every instance, he's 
pleasant to watch; she wouldn't have contemplated him if he wasn't a beautiful sight. Nonetheless, the 
adolescent ousted those thoughts as she climbed the stairs. 

When the floor was finally clean, Miranda went back downstairs to put the vacuum cleaner back 

While thinking about the previous upsets, she recalled Keith's state in the bathroom. Poor man, he must have 
felt very uncomfortable. She hoped he didn't mind that she looked at his body, even if it was only for an 
instant. 

Speaking of the devil, she heard his voice calling her from the kitchen. 

The young babysitter arrived, intrigued and a bit worried. Keith was still carrying Aaron, who was holding a 
box. 

"Aaron? Can you give the box to Miranda?", he coved to his son 

The child looked at his father with hesitation. 

This one gently urged him using Danish words this time. They were really cute together, she thought. The little 
boy finally looked at Miranda and clumsily handed her the box. 

"Oh thank you Aaron!" she grinned at him and took the box. 

"This is a gift for you", said Keith. 

The lucky girl opened the box, it was full of pastries. 

"Those are Danish pastries made by Elinor's father. He sent plenty of them to us. You can have some of them, 
you deserve them. Thank you again for what you did, you were courageous. Elinor can cope with centipedes, 
she's used to that. I'm not." 

Miranda remained speechless, not believing her luck and Keith's kindness. She blushed, feeling unworthy. 
"Thank you..really..this is so nice! It was all natural! But I'm not that worthy, | didn't even tidy the mess | 
created because of that..! meant, the boxes" 

"This is not necessary, | did it. They are under the bed now" 

Miranda suddenly felt bad as Keith's look became serious. She lowered her gaze, feeling guilty. 

She knew he was going to lecture her for her blunders. 

“Speaking about the boxes..l'd like you not to disclose their contents to anybody. Am | clear?" 

Miranda frowned, confused. Was it the only thing he'd reproached her for? What was wrong with collecting 
little kitsch items, climbing and horse riding materials? She shrugged and promised Keith not to tell anyone. 
‘I'm sorry, | was actually searching for the clogs. | thought they were in one of the boxes" 

| understood that. This is not your fault. Next time, I'll give you better descriptions" 


"It was the adrenaline rush, the emergency situation We were both confused. Sorry if | made you uneasy" 


Miranda dared to say, lifting her gaze to Keith's eyes. 

"We share more than one secret together so; | guess l'm used to it. But this is also embarrassing for Elinor, 
so you'd better not mention the content of the boxes to her either. Do you understand?" 

"Yes! | swear | won't talk about it again’, her cheeks reddened a bit after having heard the Ist sentence. Her 
heart pounded happily at the thought of the relative importance she had in his life. Those moments she had 
shared with him were odd, embarrassing and scary but also very precious. 

A few years later, as she gained knowledge and lost a bit of innocence with the gaining of age, she realized 


that what she saw in those boxes were actually dildos, SM materials and a strap-on. 


Birthday Gift 


Author's Notes: 

Tbh this last chapter is pure self-indulgence. | let speak my fantasies and emotions. | hope it didn't make the 
story too cheesy. Miranda has been inspired by a friend (and me too tbh). | inserted a new OC inside, that is 
inspired from my friend's :) | did my best to make everything realistic. Enjoy! 


It was a rainy day when Keith had finally sent Miranda tickets for a concert of ELP in the nearest city. There 
was also a happy birthday wish card joined to them. Even if she didn't work for the family anymore -because 
of school- Keith still remembered. Her birthday wasn't until next week but his delicate attention made her 
swoon. Miranda couldn't believe her luck and the fact that he didn't forget her. This was a deep wish that was 
about to come true. Anyway first she had to negotiate with her parents. She wasn't sure they were going to 
let her go to a concert alone, and so far away. Furthermore, she had never gone to a concert before and 
couldn't drive. The concert's date was a Friday night but fortunately the day after Miranda didn't have 
important lessons. How was she going to convince her parents ? She had two tickets, which meant that 
someone else was supposed to go with her. In this case, maybe they would think about it. 

Days of negotiations later, her parents agreed on the fact that she should have made all her homework and 
meet Keith beforehand. But it was impossible because he was always busy and rarely at home. Miranda was 
worried, she didn't know who could go to the concert with her nor how to make her parents meet Keith 
before. They had met Elinor before and talked to her but never Keith himself. They were suspicious and 


weren't keen on letting Miranda with so much unknown people for a concert, even if she wasn't alone. 


Until Miranda reminded her parents the name of the city, then they remembered that her older sister lived 
around there. If she agreed she could drive them, come to the concert and also Miranda would sleep at her 
home. It was the perfect idea. 

Her sister, Stephanie, actually accepted to go to the concert - for Miranda's relief. She wasn't acquainted with 
the band, but as far as she had free tickets, it suited her. Also that would be a change in her daily life. 
Finally, their parents could find an agreement and let their daughters go together, on condition that they called 
after the concert. 


Miranda was delighted and looked forward to go to the concert. Plus she had noticed that on the back of her 
tickets it was written that they also had a backstage pass. She became even more excited : they were going to 
meet the band in real life. 

Anyway, Miranda hoped that Stephanie would like their music and won't be bothered to go backstage. They 
would leave whenever she wanted to though. She just hoped Stephanie wouldn't be bored. 


The very day, this one asked a lot of questions about the band to her sister while she was driving. She was 
more enthusiastic and curious than usual and Miranda was reassured. As soon as they parked, they could tell 
where the concert hall's entry was, seeing the long queue line. The waiting allowed the young fan to give 
explanations about the context, the band and discography to Stephanie, so that one wouldn't be weirded out. 


When they got their tickets checked, the ticket clerk glanced at the sisters alternatively and explained where 
to go after the concert to have backstage access. They would also be escorted by the concert staff. 

« This is exciting ! It's the first time | go backstage after a concert || hope it isn't inappropriate that we have 
nothing to get signed » Stephanie chuckled. 

« | have one of their vinyls ! » corrected her sister. 

Seeing the large amount of people, Miranda was reassured to have front stall tickets, otherwise she wouldn't 
be able to see, given her small size. 

Finally, they took their seats and after 30 minutes of eager waiting, the concert started in a huge audience 
roar. 

Miranda wasn't used to this but as she expected, it was intense. She wasn't used to have so much excited and 
enthusiast people around her either. The atmosphere mixed to the music gave her goosebumps, that was the 
best experience of her life. At moments, she glanced at her sister to note that she was also enjoying the 
music, which was reassuring. Stephanie was prone to comment during a movie and obviously the same during a 
concert. She occasionally leant on her little sister to comment random things like « the bass player - Greg, 
yes - has a good voice. Also why is he chewing ? » or « | must compliment them on their great skills once 
backstage ». 

Miranda giggled every time, happy to share a moment that Stephanie appreciated too. She also wondered if 
Keith saw her. He was so energetic and impressive, the ex-babysitter was really proud to have worked for 
him and what a talented man ! Seeing ELP in concert was an old fantasy that came true this night, and she 


was gloating. 


The concert finished after several encores and the two sisters stood up several times to applause. Time flies, 
thought the younger one, the concerts length seemed to have been too short for her. Like all good things. 
Finally, the audience started to exit and when the flow lowered, the two lasses could get up and follow the path 
that had been instructed to them before. At the appointment point, they encountered two members of the 
staff who were mindlessly talking and smoking. When they noticed that the two girls were approaching, they 
turned around and straightened up. 

« You're Miranda isn't it ? And your guest.. ? » 

« Yes | » the younger guest answered as she gave them their tickets. 

The tallest of the staff member led them to a nearby corridor and opened a door entitled « backstage 
access ». Miranda was all excited and couldn't help but look around her with curiosity. Afterwards, they found 
themselves in another corridor with several rooms : probably each member's dressing room. Their 
accompanying man knocked at one of the doors which slightly opened. Another guy peeped from the other side 
and the two men exchanged whispers for several minutes, before they let the two guests enter. 

« Please come in! Welcome » said the person inside, opening wide the door. 

Miranda, who was closer than her sister, entered first. When both of them were inside, they smelt a strong 
masculine scent and looked around : Keith was seated, bare-chested, with a towel around his shoulders. 

He got up when he saw his guests and walked clumsily -and bare-footed- until them. 

« Hi Miranda ! Glad to see you got my mail ! Happy birthday again, even if its late now » 

This one was delighted to see him again, and she could note that he was in a good shape. 

Stephanie giggled and eyed scornfully at the man, 

« Oh, may | introduce you to my sister, Stephanie. And Steph, here is Keith..formerly my boss » 

« Well, hi Stephanie. Nice to meet you », Keith began as he stepped forward to shake her hand. 


« Hi! I'm happy to be here, thanks for inviting me » 

« | actually didn't know that Miranda had a sister » 

After a thorough examination, Keith continued. 

« You don't look like each other at all. | suppose you're the older one ? » 

« Yes l» answered the concerned. 

Indeed, despite the fact that they had the same type of hair and freckles, Stephanie was tall and curvy, unlike 
Miranda. She was wearing heels but even without them she seemed to be taller than Keith, who noticed it. 

« You were amazing tonight ! l'm so glad to have attended this concert. Congratulations, it was great ! » the 
young fan suddenly complimented. 

« Oh thank you, I'm happy you enjoyed it » 

« Me too. To be honest, | didn't expect to appreciate the performance that much. Because | wasn't acquainted 
to your music before. But | admit I'm seduced ! » 

Keith chuckled and wiped his face with his towel. 

« Sorry for presenting to you like this..l should put clothes on » he stated as he receded in the back of the 
room. 

« Not a problem at all » muttered the older guest, sneering. 

The fourth person present in this room coughed and Keith eyed him, getting his message. 

While Miranda whispered something in her sister's ear, the keyboard player proposed : 

« I'm afraid we'll have to leave shortly, l'm already late. If you want to, you can come to our hotel afterwards. 
There will be food » 

Stephanie tilted at the last word. 

« Oh I'd be glad to ! Thank you for the invitation » she chirped. 

Miranda smiled and nodded, happy to see her sister enthusiastic for an after concert party. Food was definitely 
an argument that would make Stephanie agree. They had barely eaten before the concert because they were 


late. 


The band's manager - who was actually the fourth person present in Keith's dressing room - drove them to 
the hotel right after, as everyone was gone before. Greg and Carl were already in the hotel with the road 
crew. 

During the drive, the two girls remained awkwardly silent, they didn't know what to say and the driver kept 
talking about technical things. 

When they arrived at the hotel, they were greeted by the crew. At this moment, Miranda really felt out of 
place and didn't want to leave either her sister or Keith. This one turned his gaze to the ex-babysitter and 
smiled, that comforted her. 

« Come with me, I'll introduce you to the crew » he placed a reassuring hand on her back. 

As Stephanie followed, Keith corrected : « Oh, you can come too of course. Sorry » 

Then followed an extended introduction to all the people who were present. Some of them barely paid attention 
and both of the - only ! - girls didn't remember most of the names. 

Miranda was happy to be introduced to Carl and Greg - even if she was too impressed by this one. Concerring 
the road crew, that was rather awkward, she didn't know what to say to them. It was the first time she was 
surrounded by so much strangers in an unknown place. On the other hand, Stephanie seemed to be much more 
social and was keen on grinning as she shook hands with everyone of them. 


A moment later, they followed the crew and the band in a room where a buffet was served - for Stephanie's 


delight - and everyone started to drink and eat. 

Miranda sat on a nearby armchair while her sister went straight to the buffet. As this one was picking some 
the salmon toasts, she was approached by an handsome young man of her age. 

« So, you're related to Keith, right ? What did you think of the concert ? » 

« That was great ! The show was one of a kind ! | think it was the best concert I've ever been » 

« Oh thanks | I'm happy you enjoyed our performance » 

The young woman swallowed what she was eating with difficulty. 

« Excuse me, you are.. ?» 

« Carl, the drummer » he continued. 

« Ah! » she chuckled, « sorry | didn't recognize you ! You look younger than on stage by the way » 
Miranda observed this interaction from her seat, smiling. However, she felt uneasy because one of the road 
crew member was gazing at her in a way that made her uncomfortable. She couldn't tell why and Keith was 
nowhere to be seen 

The manager was sharing a glass of champagne with Greg, who was actually really tall. Also this one held a 
plate full of something that looked like sausages. Miranda was also hungry, but she didn't dare to get up and 
get mixed with all those bearded and imposing roadies who were surrounding the buffet, holding their 
beverages. 

Thankfully, Keith approached her and sat on one the armchairs. 

« Are you alright ? » 

« Yes, I'm just kind of..tired. And overwhelmed » 

« | understand. » and as if he could read her mind « | tend to feel overwhelmed too when there's too much 
people around and you have to speak to everyone of them. Usually | always have something to drink though », 
he concluded and showed her his beverage. 

« What do you drink ? » 

« This is red wine. Want to taste ? » 

Miranda hesitated then accepted. She took a sip and tasted the wine for a while in her mouth. It was strong 
but fruity. 

« Thanks, | liked it ! » she answered and gave back the glass. 

Keith smiled and got up. 

« l'm going to get some food. Dare to come with me ? » he offered. 

Miranda accepted and got up as well. 

They rejoined Stephanie who was still talking with Carl. She was now completely full and had downed a few 
drinks along with her interlocutor without paying attention 

Miranda also wanted to talk to the drummer and include herself in the conversation but didn't dare, as usual 
she was afraid of disturbing. Instead, she took a plate and helped herself, feeling better. Keith left her a 
moment as he was called by someone behind him. 

Stephanie was still into the conversation but noticed that Miranda was pouring some wine in her glass. 

« Uh-uh » she shook her head as she put her hand over the glass. 

« Why ? » protested the adventurous girl. 

« Wait for being I8 » 

« But mum and dad aren't there ! » 

« Tsk tsk. One of us needs to be sober tonight. And I'm responsible of you, | don't want you to be sick tonight. 


That would be a shame, given the occasion | » 


Carl chuckled and whispered something in the young woman's ear as Miranda left, sulking. 

But when she was turning around, she found herself face to face on Greg, who was returning towards the 
buffet. She blushed and dodged him : this man genuinely scared her, he was imposing, also his deep voice was 
impressive. 

Carl and Stephanie were busy talking by their side and Miranda didn't know what to do, she was too shy and 
the other persons intimidated her. Anyway, she was happy to have the privilege to be invited at this after 
concert party. The introverted fan just didn't know how to interact with some of them without being awkward 
or disturbing. When she sat again with her plate, she noticed that Keith was discussing with the creepy guy, 
who was still staring at her. She didn't know how but his look still made her uncomfortable. Fortunately, he 
broke his stare to whisper something in Keith's ear. 

Stephanie and Carl came in front of her when Keith shook his head and muttered « No, she's only IT ». 

« Hey, are you alright ? You're once again on your own, tell me if you want to leave ! » 

« Ah! Oh no of course | don't ! I'm good but.| just feel tired.and when you and Keith are talking with someone 
else | feel out of place » 

« Oh! Im sorry, | didn't mean to abandon you ! Of course you can stay when we talk, Carl had some 
interesting stories to tell us about » 

« Oh then if you don't mind, yes ! | was just afraid to disturb you. I'm the youngest here and it shows..people 
don't seem to be interested in me and l'm intimidated » 

Carl grinned. 

« They're not going to eat you, neither am |. You can talk to us, everyone is nice here | Even after a few 
drinks .. » he chuckled 

« Miranda has always been shy. She isn't used to go to parties and feels overwhelmed when she's surrounded 
by a lot of people. Even if she enjoys the people's company..However she always felt more at ease with 
children, unlike me » 

Even if Miranda was happy to have her sister to understand her, she didn't want her to say such 
embarrassing and private things to the people present here. Even if the young man seemed to be really kind. 
« | understand, if you want we can go to a quieter place. My room for instance » 

He glanced at Stephanie. 

« Alright then, | think this is a more suitable place to talk peacefully. And eventually we can rejoin the others 
later » 

Miranda nodded and the three of them headed outside. Keith curiously eyed the ex-babysitter and turned back 
to his conversation, still holding his beverage. 

Carl opened his door and let the girls enter first. The room was actually a suite, it was big and complete. The 
drummer had set some of his equipment in a corner and displayed his belongings everywhere. 

« Sorry for the mess » he apologized, uneasily scratching the back of his head. 

« No worries, my home is worse » joked Stephanie as she sat on the bed. She indeed didn't know where else to 
sit because of the mess. Miranda followed her with her plate and suddenly remembered what she had inside 
her purse. 

« | brought one of your LPs, once we're here, can you sign it for me please ? » 

« Oh, sure ! » Carl answered, then fetched a pen in his suitcase. 

Next, he hopped on the bed and lay down to sign the LP. 

« Oh Trilogy | What is your favourite track from that album ? » he chirped. 

« Endless Enigma, the 2 parts » 


Stephanie listened to them discussing about music and smiled. At this moment she felt a bit lost in their 
conversation but at least she was learning new things. 

While Miranda was talking, she was eating with her fingers, her plate placed on the bed. She made her best not 
to soil the bed or leave bread crumbs on the floor though. Her sister observed her for a while and got up to 
go straight to the room's minibar. 

« Do you mind if | help myself ? » she asked 

« Of course, do what you please ! » Carl chirped 

The young woman poured herself a glass of an apparently expensive champagne. She didn't always have the 
occasion to drink - or to afford it - so she took the opportunity once again 

When the older sister came back on the bed, she picked in Miranda's plate as this one was talking. Carl did too. 
He also crawled closer to Stephanie as much as the conversation carried on. This last one also included herself 
in the conversation until her and the drummer exclusively interacted with each other. Once again. Miranda 
didn't know what else to say and felt a little bit out of place with both of them. They had become accomplice 
and friendly again so she felt like the third wheel. Stephanie always had more ease and talent for conversations 
and never left awkward silences. Miranda envied this ability, even if she was proud of herself on the way she 
could carry on a conversation with the drummer. 

« l'm going to get the LP signed by Keith and Greg now | » she suddenly stated when she got up. 

« Good. You know where to find me if you want to leave ! » Stephanie answered as Carl nodded. 

Miranda cast a last glance at the two of them perched on the big bed and closed the door. 

Next, she headed back towards the big buffet room. The hotel was so big it was hard not to get lost inside 
and it was the first time she went in such a hotel. Arrived at the room, there was a few roadies and the 
manager remaining. Like sooner, she felt tiny among them. The creepy guy was among them. 

« Sweetheart ? Are you looking for something ? Or someore.. » this one asked, with a crooked smile. 

There was something unpleasant in the way he asked it, Miranda shivered and managed to answer : 

« I'd like to know where Keith and Greg went, please » 

The roadie's smile faded. 

« They went in their room, take a shower or something... » 

The manager interrupted him - for Miranda's relief : 

« Keith told me to inform you that if you need him, he's in room 412 » he stated, and returned to his 
conversation. 

The introverted girl thanked the manager and quickly went to take the elevator. Keith was once again very 
caring, maybe she should find a way to thank him one day. 

Arrived in front of the room, she knocked. On the other side, she heard a rustle followed by the muffled 
sound of feet hurrying on the carpeting. 

The door opened and a half-drunk Keith appeared. 

He apparently had put back his clothes hastily : his shirt wasn't properly buttoned. 

« Oh Im sorry ! Do | disturb you ? » Miranda panicked. 

« No you aren't ! What's the matter, sweetpea ? » 

The incredulous girl blinked, that was the first time he was using pet names with her. It was pleasant but kind 
of disturbing. 

« | just wanted you and Greg to sign my LP. I forgot to ask you when | was in your dressing room, sorry » 
« Not a problem at all, | can do it for you now if you want » 

After those words, he got back in his room. 


« You can get in! » he claimed from inside. 

« Oh ! Alright.. » she consented. 

The mess was the same as Carl's room but at least he didn't have everything scattered on the floor. Keith 
bent down to fetch a pen, his fancy underwear was visible above his trousers : in the rush, he didn't have 
time to put a belt on Miranda couldn't help but giggle. He noticed when he turned back to her with the pen. 

« Yes, | hastily dressed up because | didn't know who was behind the door. But if it's you it's alright..ch | By 
the way... » 

He unbuttoned his shirt and revealed the thin black corset he was wearing below. The lucky girl couldn't help 
but blush at this sight, that was awkwardly enjoyable. Also she figured out that it was what the keyboard 
player was doing before she knocked at the door : trying this corset. 

« | stole it from Elinor » he grinned « and I'm wearing the matching underwear, that you saw, and the 
matching stockings » 

Keith chuckled as he saw Miranda blushing even more. She couldn't believe her eyes and what was happening. 
The situation confirmed her suspicions, he was definitely drunk. For first time, he showed her his underwears 
and that was such an intimate thing | She knew he wouldn't have shown her his lingerie he was wearing if he 
was sober. However he looked very attractive with this ensemble. She wasn't unhappy about it, even, this sight 
was a blessing to her. His drunkenness also made him more affectionate and that explained why he gave her 
pet names earlier. 

« | often wear lingerie on stage. | did for this one. Nobody is aware of anything. But | felt like someone needed 
to see that at least, I'm tired to keep those things for myself on tours. | miss Elinor so much, this is a way To 
feel closer to her » 

« | bet.. | » Miranda mumbled, trying to hide her bright red face. She didn't know what else to say. 

An awkward silence followed, during which the tantalized girl tried not to have an insistent look on Keith's torso 
that nicely covered by the thin corset. 

« Oh ! Yes the signature.. » this one remembered. Then he leant over the LP and scribbled his name with his 
pen. 

« Thank you || have to get it signed by Greg now but... » 

« Ah, I'm afraid he's already sleeping..He felt very tired, but | can get it signed for you tomorrow and send 
you back the LP if you want » 

Miranda was rather reassured because she didn't dare to approach Greg alone. However she didn't want to 
bother Keith either. 

« Its kind of you but.. » she interrupted herself to yawn. 

« | think you need to rest » he pointed. 

Suddenly, someone knocked at the door. 

Keith got up, hastily buttoned up his shirt and opened to the unexpected quest. 

That was one of the road crew members. This one looked alternatively at Keith and Miranda and wriggled his 
eyebrows with a teasing look. 

« Oh, I'm disturbing sorry... » 

« Not at all, what do you want ? » 

The other man muttered something and Keith nodded. Miranda lay down on the bed, waiting for him. 

This one turned back to her. 

« l'm going out for a while but I'll come back quickly and.. » 

« Alright, I'm sorry to ask you this but..can | take a nap here while you're out? Stephanie is talking with Carl 


in the other room and | won't be able to rest next to them. » 

« | understand. Yes you can stay, feel free to get in the bed if you're cold » 

How kind of him, Miranda nodded. 

« Thank you, if you see Stephanie, tell her I'm here. And I'll leave as soon as you'll come back don't worry » 
« Got it. I'll tell her that you're tired too. Rest well ! » he waved at her and closed the door. 

The exhausted maiden sighed and kicked her shoes out. This man was too nice with her, it was hard to believe 
and she wondered if she deserved it. He wasn't only kind and caring though, he was also.. 

Miranda tried to oust those thoughts but she was too tired to do it. She turned off the lights and 


remembered of the pleasant sights she got to see. After all, she wasn't working for him anymore... 


The light was becoming insistent and the half asleep lass struggled to keep her eyes shut, it was bothering 
her. Finally she opened them mindlessly, to find out that it was actually the sun rays filtering through the light 
curtains. The thicker curtains haven't been pulled, and that was the reason why the sunlight was so visible. 
Miranda stared at them for a moment and suddenly jumped, realizing where she was and the situation She 
found herself alone in the big bed, the room seemed to be in the exact state she found it before falling asleep. 
It seemed to be empty too. 

« Keith ? » she called, but no answer. 

Lazily, Miranda pulled herself out of the bed, smoothed her t shirt and walked towards the door. On the 
threshold, a piece of paper had been slipped -probably while she was sleeping - and something was scribbled on 
it. 

Dearest Miranda, Stephanie told me she was too drurk to drive so she preferred to stay and sleep in Carl's 
room. | told her you were sleeping in my room and she told me to inform you that you can find her in the hall 
tomorrow morning or the breakfast room.Don't worry for me, | let you my room, you can have a shower, help 
yourself in the minibar or whatever. I'll sleep with Greg. See you tomorrow. Rest well. Keith. 

Those words were reassuring and worrying at the same time. She hoped Stephanie was fine and that Keith 
wasn't too disturbed by the situation. Once again, that was very caring of him. She really wanted to thank him 
in any way, but didn't know how. 

Before opening the door, she changed her mind and decided to enjoy the suite room's supplies. Which meant, 
take a shower in the large bathtub, enjoy the thick and smooth towels and also..wearing Keith's peignoir - hung 
along with the towels. It was a bit too long for her but comfortable and it smelled like its owner, additionally 
with a light cigarette's smell. Although the ex-babysitter was used to his smell so didn't mind : in some ways, 
it reassured her. Furthermore she liked the fact that his name's initial was written on the back. Afterwards, 
she tried the creams and perfumes which were apparently provided by the hotel and hoped Keith wouldn't find 
out that his robe had been worn by her. His brush was displayed on the bathrooms sink, Miranda used it : it 
was a good brush. Her curiosity also lead her to take a peek in his suitcase, which was opened. Of course she 
didn't dare to mess or touch any of his belongings. As expected, some other lingerie was folded in a corner, 
along with the razor and aftershave. It was an amusing contrast. Also - as expected as well - the rest of his 
clothes looked very fashionable and tight. The ex babysitter felt pretty comfortable and like home around 
Keith's belongings. It was a blessing for her that, once again, he shared a bit more of intimacy with her and 


trusted her that much. 


A few moments later, Miranda ran down the stairs to the hall and found Stephanie and Carl - still together - 


surrounded by some road crew members. They all greeted her. 


« Oh Miranda ! I'm sorry for yesterday ! Did you sleep well ? » her older sister said. 

« Good morning ! Yes perfect ! Don't apologize, | was just worried for you ! If you wanted to sleep, you should 
have asked Keith to sleep with me in his room ! » 

« That wasn't..um..necessary. But thanks for caring. Now | feel much better to drive ! », she lightly coughed 
while Carl was smiling with embarrassment. 

« | didn't know you drank that much..0h by the way, do you know where Keith is ? » 

« He's having breakfast in the lunch room » his band mate answered. 

« Thanks | » 

Miranda found him eating in front of Greg and a few persons next to him. She hesitated to approach him as he 
was talking - furthermore the bass player intimidated her. Finally Keith noticed her and waved at her. 

The young guest shyly walked towards them and the keyboard player pulled a chair for her. 

« Good morning Miranda, have a seat ! Did you sleep well ? » 

« Yes thank you ! And I'm sorry that | took your bed..l hope it didn't annoy you. | was really tired » she 
stuttered, looking at the bass player. 

« ts alright. m used to that. » he chuckled and Keith noticeably coughed. 

Miranda tried to overcome her apprehension. 

« | wanted to congratulate you for the concert. | was stunned and | spent such a good time ! » 

Greg gave her his most adorable smile that made his cheeks round up even more. 

« Thank you. | hope you can get to see us again one day » 

Miranda felt a bit more relaxed thanks to his easiness, even if she found him rather odd. 

« Oh by the way. Can you sign my LP ? | forgot to ask you yesterday » 

He looked alternatively at Miranda and the LP and finished chewing slowly. 

« I'll get a pen once I'll finish eating » 

« Oh ! Of course..sorry » stammered the young fan who felt extremely awkward and inappropriate. 

To avoid this situation she temporarily left with her plate to fill it at the buffet. Why did she have to be so 
clumsy every time during interactions. 

When she came back, Greg had already signed her LP. 

« Oh ! Thank you... » 


« My pleasure. | borrowed a pen from one of the hotel receptionists » he answered. 


After they finished their breakfast, Keith and Greg came back in their respective rooms. Actually Miranda had 
felt gradually more at ease around the bass player. She had listened to their conversation and was fascinated, 
His interaction with Keith was interesting, however she didn't dare to interrupt the band mates at any moment. 
Also this man had a natural charisma and ability to draw attention. 

Before leaving with Stephanie, Miranda rejoined Keith in his room to tell him goodbye. 

He opened his door after she knocked. 

« | just wanted to tell you goodbye, and thank you for everything » 

The keyboard player stood straight against the threshold and smiled. 

« You're welcome, great to see you again and see that you're fine. | hope everything is fine at school » 

« Rather good, | have to work more though. That's why | had to stop babysitting. | miss going to your house 
now» she spluttered and wanted to add « and to see you too » but swallowed her words with embarrassment. 
« l'm not often home but one day if I'm around we can meet.if | have time » 


« Oh, when I'll finish school | can babysit again, of course ! If you still want me to» 


« | mean, we can meet outside of a job context you know. Like mates » 

Miranda widened her eyes and blushed. 

« Oh Keith, l..l'm honored. Yes ! I'd love to » 

For her biggest surprise, Keith booped her nose and it made her slightly jump like a startled bunny. « You 
have a kind heart. | wish Aaron would have a girlfriend like you in the future » 

The incredulous maiden didn't believe her ears, her nose -that she was touching, still unbelieving - and the 
situation. She wouldn't have suspected he would do and say those pleasant things one day. 

« Sorry but..no, you are the kindest | » she managed to articulate. Saying those words, she couldn't help but 
briefly hug him then immediately backed off, embarrassed. 

Keith laughed as she mumbled excuses, her face turning crimson red. 

« See you another time then. I've got to pack and tidy a bit my room. Take care » the keyboard player waved 
at her. 

« | understand. Take care too, goodbye | » Miranda simpered, trying to recollect herself. 


After waving goodbye, she ran down the stairs again and rejoined Stephanie, who was alone this time. 


Stephanie was driving them back home when her sister finally talked. 

« I'm happy to see that you enjoyed this unplanned evening, additionally to the concert. | was afraid you would 
be bored » 

« Ah of course | did ! | was happy to be there and they were all kind Well especially Carl, | didn't talk a lot 
with the others. | was even worried that you would be bored ! » 

« Oh no | wasn't ! | was looking forward to be at this event for so long. But | didn't expect that we would be 
with so much people ! | felt awkward when Keith and you weren't with me. So | quietly enjoyed the evening by 
my side » 

« | know | know ! Yes | spent such a good time ! Such a shame that | couldn't sleep properly... » 

« You didn't ? Oh, yes you slept with Carl, did he make you sleep on the floor or something ? You drank too 
much and | can't believe you lectured me about it » 

« | know, but l'm 23 and that was a special occasion. Concerning Carl, no we slept in the same bed » 

« | see, seems quite logical as the bed was large, comfortable and oh my gOD YOU DID WHAT ? » Miranda 
suddenly shouted, scaring herself. 

Stephanie burst out laughing at this sudden reaction and glanced at her vexed sister next to her. 

« Oh my. can't believe you're thinking that..not you ! No we didn't, the poor boy was too drunk to do 
anything » she chuckled. 

« Oh, well..Good then, but why didn't you sleep well ? » 

« Because he was always starfishing..and moving rather violently in his sleep » 

« | see » the younger sister laughed, reassured. 

Stephanie grinned, they hadn't laughed together for a long time. However she didn't mention the fact that at 
one point, when they were too drunk to stay seated on the bed so they had laid down and continued talking. 
Gradually, Carl had pulled her against him and started to cuddle her. She didn't mind and let him do until he 
began to share his alcohol-flavoured breath with hers. Then she gently pushed him aside. 

« | thought such a lovely and talented guy like you would inevitably have a girlfriend » 

Carl blinked a moment, staying still in his position and sighed. 

« | do » he whispered as he flipped on his back. 

Stephanie smiled and pulled the cover over them. A few minutes later they had fallen asleep. 


She didn't regret anything though, to be friendly with Carl was enjoyable but she didn't want to be that type 
of girl. 

By her side, Miranda was comfortably content, her tummy was gently tickling as she thought of those 
awkward - but funny - moments with Keith. 


She firmly hoped it wasn't what her sister called « crush ». 


